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1 am Indeed your unworthy debtor for three
friendly letters. I ought to have written to
you long ere now, but it is a literal fact, I
have scarcely a spare moment. It is not that I
will not write to you; Miss Burnet is not more
dear to her guardian angel, nor his grace the
Duke of ********** to the powers of *******
than my friend Cunningham to me. It is not
that I cannot write to you: should you doubt
it, take the following fragment which was in-
tended for you some time ago, and be con-
vinced that I can antithesiu sentiment, and
circumvolute periods, as well as any coiner of
phrase in the regions of philology. -

December, 1789.

MY   DEAK.   CUNNINGHAM^

WHERE are you ? And what are you doing?
Can you be that son of levity, who takes up a
friendship as he takes up a fashion; or are you,
like some other of the worthiest fellows in the
world, the victim of indolence, laden with fet-
ters of ever-increasing weight ?

What strange beings we are ! Since we have
a portion of conscious existence, equally capable

of